David Arnot

many another amateur of drama she was wont
to be the Queen of Love and Beauty at the
tournaments of her own fancy. Whether the
scene was on the ramparts of Dunbar> or on
the windy plains of Troy, or braes of Elfland,
it was she who played the Lady Agnes, Helen,
or the Fairy Queen, with absolute and un-
questioned jurisdiction.

In her cramped life, her few books and her
treasured lute had sometimes roused the
jealousy of Ludovick. Jewels he gave her
willingly, and furs and velvets ; these were to
make her lovelier for his own delectation; but
her old romance book he had taken from her.
Little he knew how she was revenged when
she escaped into her secret kingdom.

As she sat beneath the hawthorn tree, its
heavy perfume made her drowsy, and the
chirping of the birds seemed like a lullaby.
Ever a creature of impulse, she slid gently down
the grassy bank, raised her right arm, and
pillowed her head upon it. Then she closed
her eyes, and strove to conjure up David
Arnot's face and voice, as he looked and spoke
when he had told her of the ancient Romans.

But the ballad of True Thomas jingled in her
ears ; she saw herself in a green mantle like the
Queen of Elfland; and Thomas the Rhymer
came out from a hawthorn thicket, clad not in
the fine cloth coat and velvet shoon of the old
ballad, but in a strange unwonted garb. On
his head was a gold helmet, and his breast was